he was on his way to wealth and fame. In passing, he slapped
Robert's shoulder, called: "Hya, pal?" saluted nonchalantly
to Mussolini and halted for a moment to give all his retainers
a good look at himself. There came the skyrocketing
moment when, for the first time in his life, he was asked
to give his autograph. The girl who wanted it was cross-
eyed, but that didn't matter. "Thank you, Mr. Stern/' she
said. " You are perfectly welcome," he answered, as if he
had given autographs all his life.

" Let's go, my Rolls Royce is waiting on Seventh Avenue,"
he told the Kalish family. Olga took his arm, resolved never
to let it go for the rest of her life, and after they had gone
the street seemed quieter and emptier than before. Bob
strolled back into the entrance, feeling a fool; yet he could
not leave the Met., not as long as Sybil was still inside the
old building. The glum-faced telephone operator was still
there behind her glass partition. "Hello, handsome," he
said. But instead of answering as usual: "Hello, stupid," she
said: " Congratulations, Mr. Marsh." He turned to Mussolini
who seemed to look grimmer than ever. "Has Bhakaroff
left yet?" he asked as nonchalantly as he could manage.

"No," said the despot.

"Are you sure?"

Mussolini only shrugged his shoulders.

"And Miss Olivier?"

Mussolini shot a sharp glance at him. " She musta come
soon/* he said. Bob turned down his coat collar and even
unbuttoned his coat, he felt very warm, there was still some
champagne left in his blood. He went back to the street
to get a breath of the moist air outside. A big, familiar-
looking car had stopped in front of the stage entrance and
a small hand beckoned to him from the window. He stepped
up to it and recognized Mabel Carter, very white and fluffy,
looking like a young swan with a long neck and curious eyes.

"Hello, Miss Mabel/' he said.